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Its getting late, almost time to go. But he's still getting ready. So many last minute adjustments, changes of 
clothes, hair fiddling, the stress is painful. But he wants to look just perfect. His date doesn't deserve a smidgin 


less. 


His date. That innocent and adorable little word that suddenly pops into his head makes his eyes sting, but he 
smiles into the mirror. One more pass of the brush and he decides he's finally ready. He's past forty and it 
shows. Better than in most other men his age, but then again, he's not most other men. He can't be, not when 


a man like Dave Mustaine invites him to lunch. 


He almost trips on his own steps as he hurries out the door, and he laughs at himself for being seen doing so. 
A loud and boyish laugh, considerably less carefree than it may have been some time ago, accompanies him 
into Dave's car. But the wind steals it and whips through his compulsively brushed hair when the convertible 


tears out of the driveway. 


They're on the highway. Just a few more exits, a few more minutes, and they'll be there, but nothing's been 


said. Just a slow smirk from the redhead as a greeting and a nervous smile from the brunette in response. 


In fact the two haven't spoken in months. Dave asked him out via text message. "Hey Jr lets go out to lunch 


tomorrow. Pick you up at 2" 


He thought he'd be haunted by bitter thoughts the whole time, but he isn’t. He's sitting in a car that costs as 
much as a small house, that was bought with money that should be his, but he's relaxing on the leather seats 
and grinning at the wind. He feared that maybe Dave would throw his wealth in his face, a lavish lifestyle he 
was denied purely at Dave's whim, but he feels right now like he's being given a special treat. If its any 
consolation, he knows he's not going to be paying for anything today. 


Memories and thoughts and anxieties and regrets belong to yesterday. Right now he has an on again off again 
lover of nearly a quarter of a century opening his door for him and taking his hand. The face has changed, has 
aged, has succumbed to many years of experiences. But that smirk and the blaze in his hazel eyes is exactly 
the same as the very first time he saw it. He can think whatever he wants about the man that should be his 
husband but is married to someone else, but all he knows right now as he feels a strong arm drape around his 
shoulders, sheltering him from the world, is that he's never stopped loving him. 


David's all grown up now. They both are. They both have families and obligations and all those boring, mature 
responsibilities that for so many years neither thought should apply to rock stars. Where twenty years ago 
they could throw on some ripped jeans and a band shirt and let their wild tresses corkscrew everywhere and 
be cool. Well now they walk into the video store (and not a strip club or even a smoke shop) wearing muted 
slacks and fitted, designer shirts and just enough gel in their hair to keep it tamed and they're stylish. 
Matured. 


But this is the first time in long time that David's gone out with Dave. After too long of only meeting him at 
court, and after that cold and lifeless Christmas dinner that seemed more for the sake of Dave's public image 
than anything else, Junior feels as giddy and nervous to get Dave to himself as he did the first time he played 
on stage with him. 


And he feels exactly as young and boyish, even after Dave lets go of his hand. 


He lets the sudden cold blast of air from the air con tear into his recently dyed hair before asking, as if it 


doesn't matter, "What are we doing in a video store, Dave?" 


He follows the around the store, just idly scanning the shelves. Dave's jacket sleeve might hide the power of 
his arms, but when Junior feels those familiar fingers sneak along the small of his back, pushing and rubbing 
the expensive silk fabric in their wake, Junior shivers as if his very essence is being so playfully pulled out like 


a thread. 


He knows this game, the waiting for the luxury of an answer to his question, if it's even worth answering. 


Maybe as little as five years ago he'd have asked again, maybe more forcefully this time, thinking that if he 


asserted himself, he could force what he wanted from Dave. 


But he's a grown man now. He's changed. He knows better than to attempt to alter the course of the river 


just by splashing his toes in the cold and fierce waters. 


So he contents himself to wait and enjoy what really matters. It's amusing to watch him carefully contemplate 


a My Little Pony movie vs. a Barbie movie, taking as much interest into it as he would any choice for himself. 


Letting his hand brush across Dave's shoulder, Junior reaches for a DVD at the level of that red head still 
bent over his agonizing choice and while Dave doesn't look up, one corner of his mouth flits into a smirk that 


just lights up the whole room for David. 


"What about this one?" He feels like he's on a first date. He's smiling his first date smile, the one that's got 
everything riding on it. 


Dave's fingers linger and his eyes take too long to leave Junior's face and dutifully scan the title, but he 
doesn't really see it. Just to make Junior redden and the lights in his eyes sparkle for him, he puts the other 
two back and keeps David's choice. "She'll love it, I'm sure," he says, and his smile, his approval is overwhelming 
to a man used to his disdain For the past few years, who knows how long it's been, what was a turbulent love 


became more turbulent and less loving, until there was nothing left but petty jabs and royalty battles. 


The courts called it a custody battle over the rights to the songs. A custody battle. That sounds about right. 
David may not have been the one to conceive those songs, but he helped bring them to life. He and Dave had 


nursed some of those creations since longer than Dave's own daughter has been alive. 
And the courts found David an unfit mother. 


There's so much pain inside that it drives David to seek comfort from the very man who caused it. He smiles 
an honest and tender smile to Dave, but he can't hide the questions that scream from his eyes: Why? Why did 


you throw me away? 
If Dave can see this, he pretends he can't. He's pretending, just as David is, that nothing needs to be said, that 
it's good enough that they're spending the day together. It's already been.a half an hour? Maybe more, and 


they haven't argued once. 


They've started over with each other so many times in the past, surely just one more time couldn't hurt. 


Before they get too old and mature. 


"Now pick something out for tomorrow," he says with a flick of the head. His hair isn't the same massive 


mane as it once was, but he still flips it behind his shoulder as if nothing's changed. 


But David thinks that so much has changed. Maybe too much. 


With a quick and coy smile he scans the shelves and finds another little girl friendly DVD to present for Dave's 
approval. But Dave only laughs and says, "Ya.l got over watching movies about purple dinosaurs like last month, 
Junior. Get something I'll like." 


"For.for you?" He feels tempted to look away, the electricity in the other's eyes almost too much to bear, the 
age old possession returning. But when Dave cast him away, he freed him. For David, freedom is just another 


word for loneliness. 


"Well, something you like too, | guess," Dave sniffs, his eyes alive, his head giving that tiny, coy sway that 
hasn't changed over the many years. "Just find something for us to watch tomorrow night." 


David wipes hair behind his ear in a delicate, nervous gesture, and he looks around, mostly to hide the look on 
his face. The trepidation, the nervousness. As Dave tells him he'll have the house to himself tomorrow night, 
Junior listens and makes the correct noises and head gestures in polite attention, but yearns to run outside, 
and probably scream. This is delightful, this is something he's hoped for, rather pathetically checking his email 
or phone or passing pigeons or anything that Dave might use to convey a message to him, but its also 
terrifying. He'd long ago felt the usual claim on his body lifted. He'd been abandoned and he's been learning to 
live with it, like an ex con struggles to live life on the outside. And now he's being given the choice to 


surrender himself once again. 
Then again, its never been a choice. 


He shivers when he feels an arm snaking around his waist, fights the urge to jump and throw it off, but also 
to melt into it or press himself against the chest that hovers so close. Again with conflicting emotions. He's 
alone, in a sense, there's no one to come rescue him. No one to see the danger in this simplest and sweetest 
of touches or the fierce claim in the hazel eyes. But then there are so many people around, even just one 
person, one stranger, to see this stolen bit of intimacy is too many. didn't they both have reputations to keep 
up? Hasn't Dave himself worked so hard to crush any and every rumor that they might have ever been 


closer than friends, despite his own obvious desires to be free to proud of it? 


By cupping Junior's hip with his hand and pressing his face close to his, grinning warmly and joking about movie 
titles, Dave is changing the rules to his own game. There's a quick, preemptive kiss on the forehead, to 
paralyze the prey, and then the strike: a full on, fully loaded French kiss in the Suspense aisle, complete with 
hands running through light brown (gray in spots) hair, pulling, holding the head still, both sets of eyes 
poetically closed 


Having those lips break contact is a painful, sobering thing, but he can't stop it, although his arms itch to 
reach around that pale red head and push it back to his. He has no power to reclaim that moment, but only to 


savor it. He doesn't bother to beg for more. The Dave giveth and the Dave taketh away. 


For a while the ecstasy of that kiss, a moment stolen from his dream and breathed to life, keeps David in 


silence, makes him meekly follow as Dave casually strolls down the aisles, his attention back to the movies, and 


not on David. But soon, very soon, that feeling wears off and leaves behind it an ugly taste. He rages, screams, 
demands of Dave how he can dare to think he can take him into his heart, cast him out, then yank him right 
back in, all without even opening his mouth, and he even smiles and looks down to the floor when Dave tousles 


his compulsively combed, gray at those hard to reach spots, hair. 
Its not fair, it doesn't make sense, but that's the way it's always been. Neither one knows of any other way. 


He doesn't know if anyone saw, and he doesn't even see the knowledge on every face he passes. In fact, no one 
has seen. No one cares. It was just a kiss, absolutely nothing more. Just Dave reaching for his hand and 
squeezing all the way out of the store, and half way down the block, until there are just too many possible 
viewers of this brash act is really nothing more than just that. A brash act. 


They walk on down the street and Dave buys them some hot dogs and then leads the way a little further. 
Palm trees sway high above their heads, and the smells and tastes of the ocean is at their side. Almost 
fighting against the sounds of the waves his voice is so quiet, Junior finally asks the loudest question in his 
head, "What if someone saw us?" His eyes are squinting when he looks up at Dave, who's head blocks the sun, 
so his eyes are narrowed and his brow is furrowed. If he was trying to hide his anger, the sun just fucked 


that all up. 


A patronizing smile and a condescending tone of voice flashes in return, "I don't give a fuck who saw. I'm tired 


of hiding it" 


He feels sick to his stomach, but he takes the plunge, possibly inspired by the diving sea gulls just ahead. They 
might drown, they might hit their heads on something they didn't expect, but that's where the good shit is. 


"Hiding what, Dave? You dumped me years ago." 


He knew this would happen. He knew that eventually, at least once today his voice would be stained with venom. 


He knew that the pleasure of going out with Dave wouldn't be enough to undo many, many years of pain 


They keep walking, nearing the beach, avoiding tourists on bikes rather narrowly, and Dave takes a bite and 


chews for a bit. He grunts at the other, "Eat your hot dog.” 


Only when the wrappers are tossed and their fingers sucked/wiped clean does Dave start to speak, and his 
eyes are taking in the beach beauty/beauties at the same time. "| never dumped you, Junior.” They're standing 


by a railing, sandy wooden planks beneath their feet, and he pulls David closer, an arm around his waist. 


The emotions are rampant, roaring for a chance at life inside David's head, but he keeps them at bay by 
reminding himself over and over that he's grown up now. Men his age don't cry or fuss or make a scene. They 


work things out, business-like. Mature-like. 


"You." he has to stop, forge strength into his voice. Dave has never respected weakness, he tells himself. 
Obedience, yes. Respect, definitely. Selfless devotion bordering on the nonsensical, good God, yes. But weakness, 


never. "There was no warning. There were no calls, nothing, after you shut the band down. You didn't even 


answer my emails." It's hard not to give in, with Dave's hand gently stroking his hip, almost inviting those tears 
to come. It would be so easy to drift back into the age-old dynamic: the helpless, emotional boy and his stoic 
protector. They both know the boy's protector was the true danger here. "And then.then you 


reformed.without me. You replaced me." 


He tries to force Dave to look at him, to face him, but he's a bit absorbed in those azure waves, the misty 
sea foam tickling over sand castles and still bodies. He knows Dave can stare down his accusers and laugh, 
uncaring, proud to be called out, daring anyone to do worse. But every time he wonders if this will be the day 
he'll see a trace of remorse, of apology, in those eyes. In his words, sure, but never the eyes. It's like they're 


cheering him on 


"| replaced you on bass, ya," he says, and finally turns his face, and now that David has what he wants, he 
can't take it. Now it's his turn to feel eyes boring into the side of his face, but unlike Dave, he fears what the 
other might be seeing. He sees Dave's hand reach for his ear, but doesn't move, only tenses and shivers to 
feel those fingers tugging his right ear lobe, and he looks down, as if ashamed. "I told you a long time ago I'd 


never let you free, didn't |?" 


Another, sharper tug demands an answer, but he's not sure he can give it. He knows the exact words, they've 
lived on his lips more than any others, as if they only mean something when he says it. Once again he's given 


the choice, to either recognize or deny that he never had a choice in the first place. 


"Answer me, Junior.” Another tug pulls him closer, drags out a hiss and a wince and a tightening of the fingers 
around the rail, buckling of the knees. Dave has him close to his chest now, pulling his head down by the 
earring, his other hand supportive on his back. 


"Y-yes.." he begins, and he feels exactly as he would were he to take a step right off a cliff. No running away 
now. No turning back. "Yes, Master." 


Dave lets go and lets David straighten himself, press himself against him, a man on one side of him, and metal 
railing on the other. His body is pliable, limp, but raging with a strange new fire as its turned to face Dave, 
and he stares at the man who's hurt him and betrayed him and abused him more than anyone could imagine 
with a naked love. There's fear in his eyes, which had lost a part of their luster since 2002, and not all of it 
returned even with this reunion. But there is also a strange kind of trust. His eyes say, "I know you're going to 
hurt me again. | know you'll break me and smash me until | have nothing left, but that's as much my destiny 


as it for the sun to shine, and only for you. 


And as always, Dave hears these silent confessions and rewards them with a gentle stroke of the hand across 
his slave's cheek. Nothing has been solved yet today, no apologies given or asked for, no explanations, nothing. 
But David still feels as though he's repented and has been allowed to live once again. Even a life in bondage is 


better than one in the shadows, Junior believes. 


So when Dave talks more about what happened, David listens, grateful that he's earned the luxury of the 
truth. Dave's version of the truth, but its better than nothing. "Junior," he says quietly, tenderly, as if he 


doesn't want to ruin the magic of this moment. "Megadeth was-is-my baby. It's always been mine. Any profits 


or credit or anything that comes from it is mine." 


His teeth clench, as he knows he's being tempted to challenge this. There is a voice in the back of his head 
that rages at him, demanding that he must not accept this. You deserve better, it says, it screams. He dares 
not indulge it, but he will at least make the weak protest, "I was your partner. | just wanted my share. That's 
all. | just wanted things to be fair." He knew Dave would try to make him feel guilty for the custody battle. 
And yet, that's not true. Junior himself is the one making Junior feel guilty. And that's how it's always been. 
Just as Dave has always pushed himself with a vicious drive to be better at his music, his life, Junior has 
pushed himself with a passion just as cruel to be better for Dave. Nothing has ever been good enough for 


either of them. 


Dave sighs, and while his fingers are at David's throat, they are soft and gentle. "It was fair. More than fair. 
Whatever is yours is mine, Junior. You know that" He explains this as if to a very stupid little child, but at 
least he's trying to learn 


David laughs, and it's a cold sound, and it encourages his eyes to redden. "Well, how literal are you going to 
take that? Are you gonna take the shirt from my back too? You gonna lay claim on.on my broom closet, on 


my kids?" 


Dave frowns and shakes his head. He pulls David by the arm and they start walking again. Back towards the 
street. "You know what | mean, damn you. And | don't have to justify anything to you anyway." His hand is 


gentle, but his tone razor sharp. "Nothing's changed between us. | just..we needed a break, that's all 


David thinks back, way back. Years ago, when they talked about getting married, just not to each other. We 
need to find wives, he said. Start families, get normal lives, show the public we're normal, God-fearing straight 
men. People are starting to ask questions. Record sales are still going strong, but the merchandise is suffering. 


Don't want people embarrassed to wear a Megadeth T-Shirt. 


So they did. They spent most nights with women, instead of together. They made love to other people rather 


than each other until over years of merely blending in with the "normal" crowd, they became a part of it. 


Soon the sham relationships became loving relationships, Junior was exposed to a way of life he had never 
considered possible for himself. Over the years, he knew he was growing to do more than grin and bear it, for 


Dave's sake. He was happy. And that scared him. 


But the dwindling times they spent together were fierce and passionate, seething with the sort of excitement 
only the forbidden can give you, where every second, ever touch has a bite, because every tryst could be 


their last. 


A break? How could they ever have a break? He realizes now they wouldn't take a break even if they died. 


Because there's the next life, isn't there? And the one after that, and the one after that.. 


Seeing he's not quite satisfied with that answer, Dave adds, "Look, Junior, | didn't let you back in the band 


because of what it was doing to us." 


They're passing the cars parked at the side of the road, past streets leading into neighborhoods. He 
remembers some of those streets that snake up the hill, with the green, lush mountains at their heads. He 
doesn't remember much, but whatever memories have survived involves drugs of some kind. How long has it 


been since he walked the same streets clean? 


"Wha-what do you mean?" he says so quietly, the wind almost takes his voice away. Dave's car is in the next 


parking lot. "l-I thought..we had so much fun together, Dave. That was our thing." 


"Ya. And we did have fun. But it was killing us, Junior, you know that." He looks so much older now, Junior 
realizes. He looks tired, world-weary. But when he turns to face him, he almost gasps to see the very same 
pair of eyes that stared him down that very first day they found each other. They're inspecting him with the 
same defiant fire as always. Junior thinks to himself that his own heart will beat stronger from now on, 


because it beats for him. 


"Why didn't you tell me that? You.you made me wait all this time." They reach the car, and Dave opens the 
back door, urging him in. He gets in the back seat along with him and shuts the door behind him. David lies on 
his back on the seat, with Dave kneeling over him, his hands at his head, his hair reaching the seat. "Y-you 
made me hate you," he whispers, and he presses his hands against Dave's chest as he's kissed. 


| know," Dave whispers with his lips still brushing on the other's. His hands slip beneath Junior's back and lifts 
it ever so slightly, his fingertips eager for the trembling, pulsing body. His hands stroke David's neck, the 
thumb grazing from one side of this throat to the other, as if to trace the ghostly image of a collar he never 
got to put on him, at least not in public. "And you had every right to hate me." 


David's eyes are spilling with tears now, as every gentle touch forces out his anger. He was getting right now 
just what he'd fantasize about even during those stuffy trails, when he'd look over to the defendant's table 
and see an enemy. He should have been filled with rage back then, but he was pitiful, lost, yearning. Trying to 
understand why this was happening to him. 


"You son of a bitch!" he screams out as Dave's teeth find his throat. "I still hate you! You.you betrayed mel” 
He throws his head back while familiar hands tear through his hair and then run up his shirt. His legs open and 
let the other body in, and both bodies are alive and vibrant through their clothes. 


"Yes." Dave hisses in an ear he bites until he hears that delicious, desperate howl of pain, and he closes both 
hands around David's throat. He doesn't squeeze, he doesn't push down, he only holds it, just to feel the man's 
pulse quicken at his fingertips. There's an intimacy in feeling the other's life throb beneath his hands, every 


heart beat, every breath continuing only with his permission 


With those hands at his throat, now snaking through his hair, now forcing down his pants, scratching and 
tugging, reclaiming what has belonged to Dave for over two decades, David loses himself. He's spent so much 


time and energy and money to reinvent himself, but he knows now that was only to hide. He was a slave with 


no master, a pet with no owner. He had to do something, anything, to look like someone else if only to keep his 


sanity. 


"You used me, you..you took everything from me," he spits, as he grinds himself against Dave, panting and 


sweating in the hot, stuffy car. 


"And yet here you are," Dave chuckles, with his hand rubbing over the cloth of Junior's pants. With his fingers 
tights and his eyes ablaze he forces David onto the floor of the car, on his knees, and swings his feet to the 
floor. Dave's legs surround, envelop the kneeling David, and he presses his face into his lap. 


With tears thick in his eyes, Junior closes them. His breath comes out in desperate, short pants and he lets 
his bottom lip trace along the outline of Dave's erection, as if afraid to ask for what he wants, but hungry for 
it all the same. The pain of his hair being tugged, of his knees growing bruises and his thigh muscles tightening 
from the strain is sweet and rich. Its been years since he's felt this, since he's felt his heart jump in his 
throat from a fear so pure and strong, so personal, but he falls right back into this role as easily as though 
they never stopped. 


| broke you, so | could fix you again," he says, holding David's head back so he can see him, so he can stare 
hard into eyes so eager for his approval. "I love you, Junior." His face is set hard, but his voice is earnest, the 


only vulnerable thing about him. 


"Was this just a test?" Junior whines, as he thinks back to everything, as he feels the pain of all those 


unanswered phone calls, all the vicious things written about him, the cold statements made about him. 


"It didn't start that way," he answers patiently, and David is beginning to feel comfortable again in this position, 
feeling the hand that holds him down as comforting, protecting. "But ya, | guess you're right. | didn't think you'd 
want to see me today. But you did You waited for me." 


His hand slides from David's hair and reaches beneath his chin, gently pulling his face up, and he watches those 
eyes spill with fresh tears. "I never would have stopped," Junior says and brings his hands up to Dave's thighs. 


Dave smiles and a wave of hair tumbles from behind his ear when he lowers his head to kiss him. His hand 
slips to encircle Junior's throat, once again claiming his life, but Junior doesn't shrink or even shiver. He leans 
his face closer, he bares his throat, he offers it, as the only thing he has left to give, and lets Dave's mouth 


overtake his own. 
The anger and the conflicts aren't over. There's still so much left to be fixed, if it can be fixed. Still so many 
years worth of pain behind them both. And they're both too old to keep starting over, both have their own 


lives now, their own families. Their own coping mechanisms. 


But at least now, the doubt is gone. Now, when David goes home and cleans out his earring, when he passes his 


fingers over the mark of Dave's initials, almost faded to oblivions on his inner thigh, he knows that they mean 


something, and not just because Dave had given them back their meaning, but because David never forgot. 


